LETTERS OF R. L. STEVENSON

1887   that very dark oracular medium: I suppose this is a folly,
^T" 36 but what then ?   As the nurse says in Marryat, " It was
only a little one."

My wife is peepy and dowie: two Scotch expressions
with which I will leave you to wrestle unaided, as a prep-
aration for my poetical works. She is a woman (as you
know) not without art: the art of extracting the gloom of
the eclipse from sunshine; and she has recently laboured
in this field not without success or (as we used to say) not
without a blessing. It is strange: " we fell out my wife
and I" the other night; she tackled me savagely for being
a canary-bird; I replied (bleatingly) protesting that there
was no use in turning life into King Lear; presently it was
discovered that there were two dead combatants upon the
field, each slain by an arrow of the truth, and we tenderly
carried off each other's corpses. Here is a little comedy
for Henry James to write! the beauty was each thought
the other quite unscathed at first. But we had dealt
shrewd stabs.

You say nothing of yourself, which I shall take to be
good news. Archer's note has gone. He is, in truth, a
very clever fellow that Archer, and I believe a good one.
It is a pleasant thing to see a man who can use a pen; he
can: really says what he means, and says it with a man-
ner; comes into print like one at his ease, not shame-faced
and wrong-foot-foremost like] the bulk of us. Well, here
is luck, and here are the kindest recollections from the
canary-bird and from King Lear, from the Tragic Woman
and the Flimsy Man.

ROBERT RAMSAY FERGUSSON STEVENSON.
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